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rantically rooting through her 
underwear drawer, Anne pulled 
out the crisp brown paper bag con- 
taining the new cotton briefs, sliding the 
daringly skimpy fabric up her still-naked 
body in the knowledge that if she didn’t 
hurry, she wouldn’t make the tram. 
Missing the tram would mean being late 
for the caterer's transport, and that would 
mean... 
Her lateness gave new urgency to the 
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a gl 


process of dressing. A clean white 
brassiere, unfussy, cotton, the radiogram 
in the sitting room downstairs blaring out 
the news as her granny sat nodding gent- 
ly in the mid-morning glare of the sun. 

It was a miracle she made it to the 
pick-up point at all, as the caterer’s lit- 
tle coach was about to pull away just as 
she arrived, breathless, panicked, and 
banged on the side door. 

“Christ, I didn’t think I was going to 
make it!” she gasped to the driver, who 


grimaced and shoved the vehicle into 
gear. It didn’t matter to him whether she 
made it or not. The younger staff always 
arrived at the last possible minute. 

The marquee was vast. and the 
waitressing team quickly realised they 
would have their work cut out to serve 
a five-course meal to the three hundred 
guests who would be arriving in four 
hours’ time. 

The reception was to be a spectacular 


one, with a live dance band, a fireworks 
display planned for the evening, and a 
late buffet for those staying on for the 
night-time festivities. 

‘This must be costing a fortune,” 
observed Anne. 

“Which is why you should be working, 
not standing about chatting like a bunch 
of schoolgirls: what's your name?” came 
the snapped interruption from the 
manager in charge of this mammoth 
operation. 

‘Err, sorry...it's Anne Preston.” 

He looked at the other girl. 

‘Alice Jenkins, sir.’ 

“Uh-huh. Well, I’m Mr Tompkins, and 
you should be reporting to Mrs Oxbor- 
row over there,’ he pointed. ‘So get go- 
ing, if you please.” 

“In trouble, already, Anne, thanks to 
you!’ complained Alice. 

“Oh, what's he going to do: tan your 
arse?’ she laughed. 

“Very funy, Anne, but we might not 
be on the list for another do like this, and 
I need the money.’ 

‘Don’t we all, Alice...sorry. We'd bet- 
ter get going.’ 

Thirty waitresses in all, fighting for the 
right-size uniform. They were all 
carefully labelled with names, each 
member of the team being allocated a 
complete kit, including pinafore and hat. 
Fate seemed to be against poor Anne, as 
hers was snug verging on constricting, 
the bulge of bosom and buttock clearly 
defined. The battle with the zipper was 
a sight any full-blooded male would have 
enjoyed. 

In fact, the sight of those thirty women 
— some mature, some mere youngsters 
— struggling into their uniforms would 
have been a voyeur’s paradise. 
Something the gardener was quick to ap- 
preciate as he passed an open window 
and caught a fleeting glimpse of slip, then 
of partially covered buttock, stocking 
tops, and the tantalising, tempting aura 
of all that womanhood in one place. He 
managed to find a number of very valid 
reasons for making frequent journeys 


past that open window, and Lady Hollin- 
son could not understand the sudden will- 
ing attitude of her normally recalcitrant 
gardener. 

The meal was a nightmare: tears, ac- 
cusations and counter accusations from 
waitresses to chefs, to manager and 
manageress. Anne’s team of four drew 
the worst tables, at the far end of the 
marquee from the kitchen and prepara- 
tion area, and her legs ached painfully 
after the two and a half hour marathon. 
Backwards and forward, backwards and 
forwards, the constant smiling: “Yes, sir, 
no madam: will there be anything else, 
miss?" 

The inclined finger of Mr Tompkins 
seemed to be indicating Anne, but she 
wasn't sure. But the next time she pass- 
ed there could be no doubt. 

“Why are you not wearing regulation 
stockings’ he asked bluntly. 

‘Err...’ 

“You know the rule about stockings, 
don’t you? And your hair is a disgrace. 
You'd better go and sort it out.” 

“Yes, Mr Tompkins,’ she murmured, 
scampering off in the direction of the 
changing room in the main house. 

Lord Hollinson had spotted Anne’s 
non-regulation choice of hosiery when 
she had had to kneel down to retrieve 
some cutlery from the matting on the 
floor. The glimpse of her suspenders at- 
tached to the pale grey stockings was all 
he needed to summon Tompkins over for 
a quiet word. 

“That girl...’ he began. 

“Which girl, my lord?” 

“That girl,’ he pointed to Anne’s disap- 
pearing rear view, the padded rotundities 
bouncing nicely under the dark cotton of 
her uniform. 

“Ah, yes.” 

“She's wearing...” 

‘I had observed, my lord.” 

“...fish-net stockings, Tompkins.” 

“Yes, my lord.” 

“Well?” 

‘I shall speak with her directly.” 

They had been conversing by a serv- 


ing trolley, out of earshot of the guests, 
but Lord Hollinson lowered his voice 
nevertheless as he observed: *Attractive 
lass. Lacks discipline, though. Must have 
discipline. This catering company won't 
survive if we let standards slide, staff 
wearing what they like and so on.’ 

‘No, sir.” 

‘Keep an eye on her, Tompkins.’ 

Mr Tompkins nodded as Lord Hollin- 
son moved off, nodding benignly at 
various guests. 

Anne had managed to ‘fix’ her hair in 
the approved manner, worn either pinn- 
ed up or scraped back and gathered in 
a bun or — as she had chosen — in a 
ponytail. About the stockings she could 
do nothing, as all six spare pairs supplied 
by the company had already been issued 
to girls who had laddered them on the 
sharp projections which were a hazard 
of service in a marquee. 

Ruminating on what Mr Tompkins 
might have to say about her sloppiness 
later, Anne almost crashed directly into 
Lord Hollinson as he exited from a door 
in the main house. He looked at her 
strangely as she apologised, and then 
moved On. 

His first evaluation was correct. She 
was a very appealing lass. Not classically 
pretty, but damned attractive never- 
theless, with a trim little figure and a pert 
little bum if he wasn't mistaken. And the 
undoubted bonus of a disciplinary infr- 
ingement into the bargain. Turning, he 
saw her bounce into the kitchens built on- 
to the back of the marquee, and rubbed 
his chin thoughtfully. 

She hadn't been paying attention, the 
worry of her earlier misdemeanours tak- 
ing up too much of her mind and break- 
ing concentration. The guest who stood 
up hadn't been paying attention, either. 
But the cause was of no importance com- 
pared to the result, which tipped double 
cream down the back of Greta Samover’s 
hugely expensive little designer number. 

She screamed. There was no other 
word to describe the noise coming from 
her mouth. It was a scream. Anne stag- 
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gered back in astonishment and prompt- 
ly deposited the rest of the cream on 
another guest's repellant little four- 
legged darling. 

Mr Tompkins was on the scene in 
seconds with the assistant manageress, 
and in due course Lord and Lady Hollin- 
son. Anne's explanations and tears did 
nothing to her position, and it was a mat- 
ter of minutes before she found herself 
in Mr Tompkins makeshift office in the 
main house. 

The conversation was not encouraging. 
Disciplinary action was one of the 
phrases Mr Tompkins kept repeating. 
Had Anne-known about the few words 
he had just had with Lord Hollinson, she 
would have been doubly nervous about 
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the implications of that phrase. 

She had been standing for nearly half 
an hour by now, and the dampness of 
fear and anxiety was evident even 
through the dark cloth of her uniform. 

*And that kit is too short, Preston. Far 
too short. Non-regulation stockings, your 
whole -appearance is sloppy in the ex- 
treme. You know that Mrs Samovar had 
demanded that you be dismissed for- 
thwith? And, frankly, I don't see how we 
can keep you on under the 
circumstances.” 

“No, Mr Tompkins.” 

“However...” 

Anne looked up expectantly, a glim- 
mer of light showing suddenly. He went 
on: ‘Lord Hollinson has decided that, 


because of your tender years, you would 
benefit more from a sound thrashing than 
you would benefit from being 
dismissed.” 

‘Oh,’ was all Anne could manage. 

*Furthermore, Lord Hollinson has in- 
dicated that he would be prepared to deal 
with you himself rather than compromise 
a member of his management.’ 

Tompkins almost betrayed a tinge of 
disappointment as he made this state- 
ment, the concept of applying a firm 
hand — or any other implement — to this 
young lady’s backside being an appeal- 
ing one. 

“I think you would be well advised to 
accept the alternative that is being offered 
to you.” 


“Yes, sir.’ No more, no flicker of emo- 
tion other than a lowering of the eyes. 
Anne knew full well the terror of the 
cane from the convent school she had at- 
tended. The vicious, lashing, burning 
scythe of retribution, slicing into her 
most tender regions. ‘Right. Off you go, 
and I'll call for you later.” 

Alice thought it was hysterical: “He's 
going to whack you himself, the dirty lit- 
tle duke! What's it going to be: a nice 
swishy cane?” 

‘It’s not bloody funny, Alice,’ com- 
plained her friend. 

“Touch your toes, my girl, this is go- 
ing to hurt me more than it's going to 
hurt you...’ she broke off into peals of 
laughter. 


“ICI hurt, you miserable swine, 
Alice...and it’s not funny.” 

“Oh come off it, Anne, you know you 
deserve it.’ 

“Don’t think so. Not fair.” 

The arguing and teasing went on all 
afternoon until, at around seven while the 
remainder of the staff were setting up the 
evening buffet, Anne was summoned 
once again to Mr Tompkins’s office. 

‘Come with me,’ and he led the way 
down the drive to one of the estate cot- 
tages, used by guests when the manor 
house was fully occupied. Furnished, in 
contrast to the big house, in contem- 
porary fifties style, it was a relaxing and 
pleasant departure from the formality of 
the hall. 


“Wait in here,’ gestured Mr Tompkins. 

Anne’s eye was caught by the two, 
silently gleaming lengths of malacca 
cane, their curved handles formed into 
wicked, leering question marks, hanging 
behind the door. One was around six in- 
ches longer than the other, and marginal- 
ly more slender. A whippy little imple- 
ment, without a doubt, expressly design- 
ed to wrap itself willingly round youthful 
backsides. 

The house was silent. It seemed old 
Tompkins had departed. Anne fidgeted 
with her uniform, tugging at the 
pinafore, before feeling underneath her 
dress and adjusting her stockings. Her 
eyes were drawn again to the canes. 
Hesitating a moment, she crossed to the 
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door and lifted the longer of the two from 
the hook, swishing it slowly, experimen- 
tally, through the air. 

Increasing the speed, the low 
‘whhooop’ changed to a higher, whirr- 
ing, ‘phheeewww’, and Anne flinched in 
anticipation of its slender length causing 
untold damage to her nether regions. 

The slam of the front door made her 
drop the cane, and she was about to hang 
it back on the hook when Lord Hollin- 
son pushed open the door to the room. 
Anne stood there feeling rather foolish, 
grasping the cane, and found herself of- 
fering it to him handle first. 

‘Keen to get it over with, my girl?” he 
smiled. 

“Yes, sir.” 


“Been beaten before?’ 

“Yes, sir, at school.” 

“How many?” 

“Four, sir.” 

“You'll be getting considerably more 
than that today, my dear, make no 
mistake. We have to nip this sort of thing 
in the bud, you know.’ 

“Yes, sir.’ Anne pondered on what 
‘considerably more’ might mean. Eight 
strokes...ten? A dozen? She was not at 
all sure she could take a proper beating. 
The caning at Sister Agnetha’s hands had 
been a fairly mild affair considering, the 
marks fading after a couple of days. Lord 
Hollinson was obviously intent on doing 
a more thorough job as he sliced the cane 
through the silence. 


The sun had shifted across the room 
in the time that she had been waiting, and 
the coolness of early evening made her 
tremble. ‘Face the other way, remove 
your blouse and bra, and lift your 
uniform out of the way.” 

Lord Hollinson appreciated the swell 
of her half-moons under the thin cotton, 
the suspenders framing the youthful but- 
tocks with the two straps passing under 
the panties down the outside of each 
thigh, the stockings descending in a gen- 
tle curve between her legs to where — 
at the front — they would be gripped by 
the other clips. 

The thighs themselves were firm, the 
pale flesh above the stockings evidence 
of the satisfactory texture of higher 


hillocks. Again, he swished the 
punishing length through the silence, and 
noticed Anne’s bottom flinch 
involuntarily. 

“What was your arithmetic like at 
school, Preston?” 

“Not bad, sir.’ 

“What are three sixes, Preston?’ 

‘Eighteen, sir.’ 

‘Quite right. Pull your pants down.’ 

The two soft globes hove into view as 
the fabric coyly exposed the full expanse 
of both cheeks — rounded, contoured 
silky paleness divided by the dark line 
of the deep crease between. 

*How old are you, Preston?” 

“Nineteen, sir.” 

‘One more for luck, then. Bend down 


and hold onto your ankles.” 

“But sir...” 

‘Keep quiet and bend over, or you'll 
be getting more.” 

Anne sighed as she lowered herself 
from the waist, shuffling feet a few in- 
ches apart to brace herself for the first 
burning cut. She heard the door open, 
and two, perhaps three men entered. 
Peering round her legs, she could see 
they were all dressed in tails — guests 
from the reception. 

Swallowing her humiliation, Anne 
could feel the tears welling up: her throat 
was dry as she waited for the thrashing 
to begin. Bared in front of all these men, 
who would witness her unwilling 
submission. 


“How many are you going to give her, 
David?’ asked a voice. 

“Lovely arse on her, I must say. Do 
with a good flogging,’ said another. As 
if she were not a real person, not a 
teenager threatened with losing her job 
at a time when work was scarce, par- 
ticularly for unskilled young people. Just 
an object to be beaten. 

“She's getting nineteen...’ confirmed 
Lord Hollinson. 

‘Nineteen?’ gasped another. “That's a 
hell of a tanning.” 

“Damn lucky it’s not the birch,’ an- 
nounced some wise soul. 

“Can I begin, gentlemen?” asked Lord 
Hollinson with a smile. 

“By all means, David...don’t mind us.’ 


There was the creaking of chairs, and 
Anne concentrated on the carpet in an ef- 
fort to expunge the anticipated pain 
before it even arrived. 

No amount of mind over matter could 
have prepared her for that first scor- 
ching, searing blow across the full width 
of both bared buttocks, stretched as they 
were in her bent position. 

Phhewww! *Aaarrr!” 

“That was a good one.’ 

“Juicy shot, David, dead on target. 
Give her a slice a little lower: she’ll real- 
ly feel that.’ 

Lord Hollinson tapped the cane against 
the lower, fleshier fullness presented to 
him before slicing the implement down 
in a swooshing arc of pain, the unmark- 
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ed flesh quivering on impact and forc- 
ing Anne to leave her position to rub at 
her wounded rump. 

“Extra strokes for that, isn’t it David?’ 

‘Bend over immediately, Preston,’ 
came the order. 

She forced her hands down to grip her 
ankles once more, but the next stroke had 
her almost standing as the slice came at 
the crease between buttocks and thighs, 
just below the previous blow. 

“Christ!” she shouted. 

“Blasphemy, David. Can't have that!” 

The marks were angry livid weals, 
evidence of the punishing power of the 
thin wood. Lord Hollinson walked to the 
table, and tapped it with the tip of the 
cane: “Bend over this,” he advised the 


still-hopping girl. 

Lying on the table, her buttocks 
presented a fuller target than when she 
had been properly bent, and the guests 
grunted their approval of this new 
position. 

“Terrific little arse,” came the dubious 
compliment once again. Anne had never 
thought of her backside as ‘terrific’, but 
the consensus of opinion from the far 
side of the room was that she possessed 
a fine specimen of that most appealing 
part of the female anatomy. 

Her rumination was cut short by the 
next arrival of the blistering malacca, un- 
wrapping itself with all the spring it could 
muster and burying itself deep in her 
naked softness. 


The mumble of commentary continued 
as the strokes rained down, with snorts 
of approval for what were considered 
particularly ‘good shots’ and guffaws of 
derision when a stroke failed to evoke a 
yelped response from the victim. 

Anne's buttocks were by now criss- 
crossed with the angry evidence of the 
cane's repeated journeys up and down, 
and she heard with a sense of relief an- 
ticipated Lord Hollinson murmur 
‘Seventeen!’ Eighteen and nineteen 
followed in swift succession, the crescen- 
do of the beating accelerating as it pro- 
ceeded to its conclusion. 

“Well done, David,’ came the con- 
gratulation as he finally tossed the cane 
aside, leaving Anne watching the pool of 


her tears on the polished wood grow in 
size as she remained bending over, 
slumped now across the table top. 

She could not bear to rise and face the 
utter humiliation of showing her face to 
her audience, but the order came as she 
knew it would. 

“Get up, Preston.” She stood, sniffing 
gently, hands reaching behind to touch 
gingerly at the corrugated surface of her 
once fine posterior. 

‘Say thank you, girl,’ came the 
suggestion. 

“Thank you, sir,” Anne heard herself 
say. 
“Well done, my lass,’ confirmed 
another, ‘Took it well.” 

Anne looked to see who had given her 


this unsolicited testimonial. To her hor- 
ror, she realised it was the Dean: a fre- 
quent visitor to the convent, and an ar- 
dent proponent of corporal punishment. 
He recognised her as she recognised him. 

“Well, well...young Anne Preston, I'll 
be bound. Seen you beaten before, young 
lady.” 

Anne's face betrayed her amazement, 

“Oh yes, I used to witness most of the 
senior girls’ punishments, you know. 
Four wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir.’ “But not on the bare, if I 
remember.” 

‘No sir.’ ‘Pity: your friend Alice did 
of course, six of the best. Screamed the 
place down." The laughs were worse than 
the pain. 
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Christina was over the moon. At 
long last, the big break had come. 


After dancing on decrepit stages 
in dubious old working mens 
clubs, she was virtually dancing ur 


on air as she told her friends 
about the audition. ‘I’ve got it!” 


She jumped up and down, waving a 
the letter of confirmation. ‘A two- 
hour pilot and then the series; 


and it could run and run.’ She ran 
up to her room, and rang through 
to the production company’s of- 

fice. “Yes. Christina Jones, here. ] 

Yes. Just to say I'll be there, fe 

tomorrow at noon.’ 

Battlestar Vision was one of 
several up and coming small pro- 
duction houses providing televi- 
sion programmes to independent 
television stations through 
Europe: and their young Managing 
Director, Chris Thorne, was 
justifiably pleased with his com- 
pany’s latest coup. A brand-new 
British-based soap opera, sold to 
one of the biggest cable-networks 
in Europe. The series would start 
with a major two-hour pilot, after 
which, it would settle down to a 
twice-weekly half-hour. Plenty of 
work for British actors, and plen- 
ty of money too, flowing in to 
the coffers of Battlestar Vision. 
And there was one really unique 
aspect to the package: it was a 
soap with a difference: historic 
soap was the catchword. A 
modern drama series with all the 
audience-attracting elements of 
conventional soap, but based in 
late Victorian Britain. 

Christina was early for her inter- 
view with the casting team. She 
nodded politely as they explained 
the part they intended her to 
play. A maid. That’s right. A very 
useful role for the script-writers 
because a maid has acccess above 
and below stairs. She can hear 
and relay all sorts of gossip... They 
told her the planned production 
schedule. The script for the pilot 
was already written: the pro- 
gramme would go into production 
in two months time ready for 
completion in mid-summer. The 
network would be broadcasting it 
in the early autumn, ready for the 
big pre-Christmas audiences. 
Before that, each regular member 
of the cast would be sent on 
special assignments relating to 
their particular part. A doctor 
would be sent to an old hospital 
with access to the establishment’s 
Victorian records. The man and 
woman who would play the ma- 
jor roles of Lord and Lady Har- 
mon would spend a month in one 
of Britain’s smaller stately homes: 
and Christina was to visit another 
minor stately home, to work as a 
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maid. 

Chris Thorne had made all the ar- 
rangements himself. ‘I am in- 
debted to you, Sir Richard.’ He 
shook hands with the dignified 
old man who was willing to 
throw open his private home to a 
young nineteen year old actress. 
‘She’s a bright lass.’ Chris assured 
Sir Richard. ‘She had to get her 
Equity card through dancing but 
nevertheless she’s a delightful lit- 
tle actress. Just you make sure she 
gets plenty of colour. She's got to 
really live her role, you know.’ 
They shook hands again. Chris 
walked passed the bronze Bentley 
in the drive-way and unlocked his 
modest Rover. ‘Any problems, 
just give me a ring.’ 

A few days later, young Christina 
arrived at the end of the long 
drive. When she saw quite how 
far the walk would be to the 
house, she regretted having 
caught the bus, but she grasped 
hold of her suitcase and holdall 
and set off along the tree-lined 
gravel track. She was hot and a 
little weary when at last the enor- 
mous house loomed into view. It 
seemed very quiet. She stopped 
and listened. Apart from the occa- 
sional birdsong she could hear no 
other sound. ‘Thank goodness the 
days are getting longer,’ she 
thought to herself as she gathered 
together her bags for the final few 
yards walk. ‘This sort of place 
could be pretty creepy at night...’ 
Sir Richard answered the door 
himself. He beamed warmly at the 
young girl and extended a firm 
hand. ‘Ah. Miss Jones. Delighted 
to meet you. Do come in.’ She 
noticed immediately his rather 
unique way of talking; always in 
short phrases, with each phrase 
ending with almost a subdued 
chuckle. He seemed an aimiable 
sort, and friendly too. Just as well 
in this gaunt and lonely place. She 
followed him as he slowly climb- 
ed the winding main staircase and 
led her along the landing towards 
her room. ‘The Blue Room’, he 
wheezed, the exertion taking its 
toll on his respiratory system. 
‘Make yourself at home, do.’ He 
flung open the door, and stood 
aside as she struggled past him 
with her case and bulging holdall. 
‘James is preparing afternoon tea 
for five. Do join me in the Dining 
Room at that time.’ He dug deep- 
ly into his waistcoat to extract a 
small gold fob-watch. “That's in 
an hour's time. You'll hear the 
grandfather on the landing strike 
the quarters.’ A final chuckle and 
he closed the door after him, 
leaving young Christina alone to 
assimilate her new environment. 
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Downstairs, Sir Richard puffed his 
way into his study. He dialled the 
sequence of numbers written 
down across his blotter. “Young 
Thorne, please. Tell him it's Sir 
Richard...’ He waited for a few 
seconds while the internal exten- 
sion clicked through. ‘Ah, 
Thorne.’ It seemed to be Sir 
Richard’s way of greeting 
everyone. ‘Miss Jones has arriv- 
ed....on time as well.’ He waited 
while Chris Thorne opened a slim 
file on his office desk. 

‘Good, Sir Richard. Now, I’m sure 
you know what we want. This 
project won't work in Europe 
unless its convincing; and that 
means young Christina has got to 
really live the role; really get in- 
side the character. You've got just 
a week or so to really get it into 
her; and of course, as one of our 
major shareholders, I am sure you 
will be looking for a good return 
on your kind investment...’ The 
old man chuckled quietly to 
himself. “You need not fear young 
Thorne. We begin our work this 
afternoon.” 

Christina was amazed by the 
dated decor of her room. The bed 
was vast, and so high off the 
ground, and all around her the 
heavy ornate trappings of Vic- 
toriana dominated the room. The 
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place seemed almost frozen in 
time. No wonder the casting peo- 
ple had suggested this short stay. 
She could almost touch the at- 
mosphere; almost hear those 
young gossipping maids of almost 
a century ago. Almost smell the 
floor polish, the scented wood; 
the pot-pourri in the large ear- 
thenware bowl. She busied herself 
by unpacking her clothes, 
discovering the various drawers 
and cupboards in the room. She 
turned the large iron key in the 
lock and then stripped down to 
her bra and knickers, discarding 
her tee-shirt and jeans with the 
stale smoke and dust of the long 
bus journey. The tall grandfather 
clock on the landing outside her 
room tolled the three-quarters 
with a ponderous solemn sound. 
‘Crikey. It’s almost five o’clock. 
Best not be late.’ She slipped into 
a pretty summer dress and light 
open sandals, unlocked the door, 
and skipped softly along the lan- 
ding and down the wide curving 
stairs. ‘The Dining Room. I 
wonder where...’ She looked 
round and then spotted the enor- 
mous table through the opposite 
open doorway. She knocked 
politely on the dark oak. ‘Ah. 
Miss Jones. Do come in...’ She 
pushed the door further open and 
stepped inside. Sir Richard was 
sitting at the end of the vast table, 
a silver tea service gathered 
around him. As he looked up, his 
smiling countenance changed. 
‘Miss Jones. I was under the im- 
pression that you were here to 
work as a maid?’ Christina looked 
quizzically at him. ‘Miss Jones. 
Your uniform has been provided. 
It was placed upon your bed. You 
have had an hour to get ready. 
Why have you come in here 
dressed like this?’ He emphasised 
the last few words of his angry 
question by tugging at her dress 
with his podgy fingers. ‘You have 
exactly five minutes to get chang- 
ed.’ He pointed in the direction 
of the hall. ‘Or else you can leave 
right now...’ 

She scampered away from him, 
across the wide hall and back up 
to her room. Sure enough, across 
the end of the bed was draped a 
very long skirt, she observed as 
she held it against her hips. 
Shame really since she had the 
legs of a dancer. The blouse was 
really rather pretty; very delicate; 
very lacy and pure Victorian. ‘I 
could really get into this,’ she 
thought to herself as she fastened 
the skirt around the trim waist. 
‘Shoes?’ She looked round the 
room. At the foot of the bed were 
some neat and sensible shoes; and 
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to her surprise, they fitted 
perfectly. ‘Someone at Battlestar 
certainly did their homework,’ 
she noted as she set off for the 
Dining Room again. 

‘Good.’ Sir Richard was waiting 
for her. “You may serve the tea in 
a moment. But first... The solid 
old man stepped forward towards 
her, and without any undue fuss, 
lifted the hem of her skirt and 
slapped her knickered bottom. 
Poor Christina was speechless 
with surprise. ‘Your Victorian 
counterpart would have fared far 
worse, young lady. From now on, 
do as you’re told. Now pour the 
tea.’ Christina knew she was 
blushing as she stepped in front 
of him towards the long table. 
She wanted to rub the stinging 
patch on her bottom. More im- 
portantly, she wanted to put her 
hand across the arrogant old 
man’s face. ‘The dirty old man! 
Fancy slapping me!’ Her indigna- 
tion grew, until her hands were 
trembling slightly with her silent 
rage. She had some trouble pour- 
ing the tea, not being used to the 
size and weight of a silver tea ser- 
vice. She carried the cup and 
saucer across to the man, and 
returned with the sugar bowl. He 
was smiling again now. ‘Do please 
join me, Miss Jones.’ She sat 
down close to him and sipped 
nervously at her tea. She hated 
the drink usually; but thought 
perhaps she ought to just keep 
quiet on this occasion 

‘I think I ought to make one thing 
quite clear.’ Christina had taken a 
deep breath before venturing to 
speak. The old man raised his 
eyebrows slightly, but remained 
quiet, obviously waiting for the 
girl’s momentuous statement. ‘I 
am an actress, Sir Richard. Not 
your personal skivvy. And one 
thing you don't do is...is smack 
my bottom...’ She was surprised 
when he burst out laughing, his 
mirth forcing him to place his cup 
and saucer on the table for safe- 
ty’s sake. ‘Miss Jones. You are 
here to learn the life of a maid. 
And that means the real thing. I 
shall spank you whenever I con- 
sider it necessary.’ 

Christina leapt to her feet. "That's 
what you think, Sir Richard. 
I...I'm reporting you to my pro- 
ducer!’ She marched the length of 
the room and opened the door in- 
to the hall. Hesitating slightly, she 
turned round. ‘I’m going to use 
your phone. IIl leave the money 
when I go...’ She quickly closed 
the door, ran up to her room, 
searched through her little address 
book, and having found Bat- 
tlestar’s London number, ran back 
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holding the page open. She 
thought Sir Richard might be in 
the hall, intending to prevent her 
using the phone. But he was 
nowhere to be seen. Quickly, she 
picked up the handset, listened 
for the dialling tone and dialled 
the string of digits. The old phone 
seemed to take an eternity for its 
dial to return between each 
number, but at last she heard the 
distant number ringing. The usual 
receptionist answered. ‘Mr 
Thorne...please...quic! ” She 
waited again. Eventually, she 
recognised his voice. ‘Oh, Mr 
Thorne. Thank Goodness I’ve got 
through to you...’ 

Sir Richard quietly gathered 
together the remnants of his tea 
and left the Dining Room through 
the doorway which led to the kit- 
chens. James was already prepar- 
ing the evening meal. ‘Sir 
Richard...?' The old man placed 
the large silver tray carefully on 
one of the several preparation 
tables. ‘Don’t worry, James. All is 
under control. There is no need 
for worry; no need whatsoever...’ 
Quietly, he shuffled back towards 
the front of the house. The 
hallway was empty; the telephone 
was back on its rest. He crossed 
in front of the staircase and went 
into his study. He too dialled the 


number which Christina, moments 
earlier had been dialling. ‘It’s 
alright, Sir Richard. She's been 
told, fair and square. She's a self- 
righteous little madam anyway. If 
she wants that part with us, she's 
going to have to change her ways. 
She's been told that if we hear of 
any problems between you and 
her, she's finished.’ 
Taking his time, the old man 
climbed the staircase and made 
his way towards her room. The 
door was open. She was sitting on 
the side of the bed. He pushed 
the door and it opened wider. 
“Well, Miss Jones?’ She stood up 
as soon as she saw him, and 
fingered her skirt nervously. ‘Are 
you staying?’ She looked at him. 
‘Yes. I'm staying. Sorry for that 
little outburst downstairs.’ She of- 
fered him a smile. ‘Shall we start 
again?’ Sir Richard agreed. ‘A very 
good idea, young lady. A very 
good idea.’ He sat down on the 
large substantial bed. ‘In- 
solence...disobedience...cheek... 
insubordination...that should do 
for a start...’ He patted his knee 
She understood. Mr Thorne's 
words were still ringing in her 
ears. She realised that she was 
willing to do almost anything to 
make sure of that acting role. In- 
ternational televison and cable 
rights? Many actresses before her 
had sold their souls for far less. 
Silently, she draped herself across 
the man’s lap, until she was lying 
face-down against the slightly 
musty bedspread. He rucked up 
her skirt, stared silently for a 
while at her beknickered bottom, 
and then used his chubby fingers 
to tug the flimsy white fabric 
down to her knees. ‘You do have 
a delectable bottom, my dear.’ He 
commented, patting each upturn- 
ed cheek, ‘I think five minutes 
across my knee should put you 
right...” 
It was almost ten minutes before 
Sir Richard wheezed his way back 
down to his study. She stood in 
front of the long Victorian mirror, 
her knickers still down around 
her knees. Holding up her skirt, 
she surveyed her crimson bottom. 
‘Oh my God!’ she muttered. She 
ran some cold water into the 
wash-basin, washed her face and 
smoothed her wet hands over her 
hot bottom-cheeks. She sighed as 
the cold gave her some relief 
from the sting of her recent 
spanking. The grandfather clock 
outside struck another hour. ‘Oh, 
Crikey. It’s six already. I daren’t 
be late. Dinner at quarter 
past...heaven only knows what 
he’ll do if I’m late...” 
Sir Richard knew exactly what he 
20 


would do. Down in his study he 
pulled open a wide drawer. A 
cane...a large oval wooden-backed 
hairbrush...and a few other most 
interesting items. After all, the old 
man had a promise to keep. 
Christina would really know her 
role by the time she reached the 
drama studios. Yes. He would be 
very diligent in his work for the 
next week or so; he had his in- 
vestment to safeguard. He fished 


around again for his fob-watch. 
She was late already. My word. 
This was going to be a long hard 
session! 


MORNING INSPECTION 


quiet suburban street. Buttercup 
Drive. Pretty, neat little gardens 
fronting trim but rather small 
brick houses. Box-like one could call the 
houses and maybe some of their oc- 
cupants sometimes did, but they were 
perfectly adequate properties and they 
were the norm, what young married 
couples were routinely allocated by local 
housing authorities. So there was not 
much point in complaining and calling 
them box-like. And anyway who was go- 
ing to complain? In public? In 1994? 
Diane Whitley, 21, housewife, look- 
ed out of her well-polished front window 
and gave a little shiver. Outside it was 
a raw March morning, dry but with a 
biting wind, but that wasn't the cause of 
her shiver for Number 20 like all the 


other identical houses in Buttercup Drive 
was well heated and draft proof. No, the 
shiver was caused by what she could see 
up the street, outside Number 4 it look- 
ed like. A big, shiny black limousine. 
She looked at her watch. It was 09.30. 
At 10.30 that shiny black car was due 
outside Number 20. She turned to look 
anxiously round the room. 

Diane was tall, dark and pretty and her 
shapely form was clothed in what look- 
ed like a maid’s uniform. A tight, black 
leather skirt, with white blouse, black tie 
and a white apron tied at her waist, plus 
dark stockings and high-heeled shiny 
black shoes. An unusual outfit, it might 
be thought, for a young woman in her 
own house but the reason for it was that 
big black car, and its occupant. The 


Inspector. 

In 1994 of course all young people, in- 
cluding young adults, were regimented 
and inspected in almost any area of life 
you cared to mention: the reaction to 
those earlier decades of youth freedom, 
of youth excess. Young housewives were 
certainly not exempt from this regimen- 
tation for they were, as future mothers, 
the guardians of the nation's future. You 
could indeed argue that they therefore 
needed extra training and indoctrination. 
And so before they were allowed to 
marry girls had to attend a training 
course in wifely duties and discipline. 
And once they were married there were 
check-up visits. By an officer of the 
Department of Social Discipline, An 
Inspector... 


Diane had had a phone call on Mon- 
day, two days ago. An authoritarian 
voice that she recognised because she had 
been inspected before by the same of- 
ficial: Inspector Deenham. That was 
some weeks ago but the memory of the 
visit was the cause of her shiver. That 
and of course memories of the training 
course itself. For a check-up visit a 
young wife wore the uniform she had 
been issued with on the course. Essen- 
tially a maid's uniform. 

Diane began another nervous check of 
her lounge. It looked in immaculate order 
but so it had last time when Inspector 
Deenham had professed to find 
something — a speck of dust on the win- 
dowsill. And with a triumphant gleam in 
his eyes... 

Diane shivered again and her hands 
automatically went to her hips. Her 
maid’s outfit, like all the other maid’s 
outfits, had long hidden zips up either 
side, from hem to hip. It was a fair bet 
that Joanne Woodford at Number 4 who 
also of course this morning would have 
her maid’s uniform on would at this mo- 
ment have the zips unzipped. And at 
Number 4 there would be sharp yelps of 
pain, unless Joanne was a lot better than 
Diane at controlling herself. 

Because on a visit of the Inspector 
from Social Discipline a young woman 
could be fairly sure of being caned. Her 
skirt unzipped to its fullest extent and 


pulled up to her waist and her knickers 
taken down. To be then bent over her 
own sofa or the table, bed or something, 
for the Inspector to deliver a series of 
mind-boggling cuts across her bare bot- 
tom. As a result of a speck of dust or 
something similar in your house. That 
was the excuse; really of course it was 
simply because the Inspectors loved can- 
ing pretty young women’s bottoms. 

That was what everyone said, though 
naturally only in private, you would not” 
want to be heard making such a 
slanderous accusation against an impor- 
tant State Official. But privately you 
could say it because there was no real 
suggestion that houses such as those in 
Buttercup Drive were bugged. Bob, 
Diane’s husband and 21 like her, had said 
it this morning when he went off to work, 
to the computer factory. A wry look and, 
‘I suppose he’ ll be getting his jollies: that 
Inspector,’ 

Meaning of course the cane. 

Diane, flushing, hadn’t answered. She 
had had her maid’s outfit already on, had 
put it on when she got up. There was now 
talk that a new regulation was going to 
be brought in requiring young married 
women up the age of 25 to wear the 
uniform all the time in the house. Indeed 
some people in parliament apparently 
wanted to make them wear it all the time, 
even when out shopping etc. There were 
always moves to bring in more regula- 


tions and regimentation for young peo- 
ple and there was nothing they could do 
about it. Nowadays you didn't have the 
vote until 30. 

But at present you weren’t required to 
wear the uniform except when an Inspec- 
tor was visiting. You could, though, be 
stopped on the street if it was thought 
what you were wearing was “unsuitable 
and antisocial”. And also it was 
rumoured that Inspectors were now mak- 
ing impromptu calls and not always 
phoning beforehand, and then they could 
decide that what you had on in your own 
home was ‘unsuitable and antisocial.’ 
Some vague fear of this had made Diane 
put the uniform on right away, when she 
got up, rather than wait until later. 
Although like most young women she 
really hated having it on. 

Young men of course were made to 
conform, to toe the line, as well. Bob, 
like all the rest, had done his two years 
National Service and there was Com- 
munity Service also. But there was not 
any caning for young males. No having 
to bare your bottom and get down over 
table or chair. No, all of that sort of thing 
was reserved for young women and girls. 
It was not thought proper that a male 
should be caned whereas it was entirely 
proper for a young woman. They need- 
ed to be reminded of their proper subor- 
dinate place. 

Diane glanced at her watch again. 
10.10. It was getting rapidly closer. 
Twenty minutes, unless he got so 
engrossed with Joanne Woodford and 
overran his time. But last time Inspector 
Deenham had been right on time. That 
short sharp ring of the bell — not in fact 
necessary because Diane, cowering in 
the lounge, had seen him striding up the 
little path. 

No doubt in other little front rooms in 
Buttercup Drive other eyes had observ- 
ed the big black car which was clearly 
an official vehicle. Observed it with 
similar emotions to Diane’s because even 
if he wasn’t calling on you today there 
was tomorrow — or the next day or the 
one after. There was bound to be so- 
meone soon. Yesterday Diane had seen 
the car at Number 17. Penny Lyall. Not 
the same car but a very similar one and 
not Inspector Deenham but one of his 
colleagues. And it might as well have 
been Inspector Deenham because they all 
looked alike: stern-faced men in sober 
suits and carrying black briefcases 
Although this one was not so old as In- 
spector Deenham. Inside the briefcase 
contained their Record Book and files, 
plus those other essential items: a strap 
perhaps, and a bent-over cane. 

Suddenly she noticed a thread of cot- 
ton on the carpet. She bent to frantically 
snatch it up, almost ready to burst into 
tears. Diane hated the cane, really hated 
it and the thought of it made her feel quite 
sick. Since Monday and that horrid 
phone call she had been able to think of 
nothing else. Waiting for it was the worst 
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part. But no, that wasn't true. Even 
worse than waiting for it was gefting it. 
And now, in just a few minutes... 

She didn't want to but somehow Diane 
found herself going to the window again 
where you could look up the street. Just 
in time to see that dark-suited figure get- 
ting in the car. She rushed away, not 
wanting to see. Her eyes darted round the 
little room. It was a prison cell and very 
shortly the dreaded warder would be 
here. She desperately wanted to run, 
escape, not to be here when now in just 
a few seconds the bell would ring. That, 
though, was unthinkable, failing to keep 
an appointment with a State Official. You 
could be taken away for that. To 
somewhere like that big country house 
where her Training Course had been. 
Where it seemed that just about all the 
time one or other of the Instructors was 
telling you to ‘come with me, please.” 
And then... 

The bell rang: a deafening jangling it 
seemed. Diane froze. Then tottered to the 
door 

“Good morning. Mrs Whitley.’ His 
bulky figure coming in past her. ‘Still 
very cold, isn't it? No sign of spring.” 

Diane mumbled something, she wasn’t 
sure what. Closing the door behind him. 
Somehow pulling herself together she 
stammeringly asked if he would like cof- 
fee. Some girls had the hopeful idea that 
by being nice and friendly you could buy 
them off; but you never met anyone who 
could actually say that she had been 
friendly and made coffee etc and then 
hadn't been caned. But just maybe if he 
was in a good frame of mind? 

Mr Deenham said that yes he would 
like a cup. He sat heavily down on the 
sofa. He had had a cup of coffee up the 
street, at Number 4, and then when he 
had finished and had a cursury look 
round had given the young woman six 
with the cane across the bare bottom 
Caning a pretty young woman’s bare bot- 
tom generally put George Deenham in a 
good mood and as he had spent most of 
his time since becoming Inspector can- 
ing young housewives’ bottoms he tend- 
ed to be in a good mood most of the time. 
Yes, another cup of coffee would be very 
pleasant. And then...down to business. 

He looked round. The room was in 
apple-pie order, naturally. As he was 
quite sure all the other rooms would be. 
You very rarely found one that wasn’t. 
But standing instructions were that the 
young woman was to be caned 
nonetheless. As a reminder and just in 
case she did ever tend to slack off. There 
was the truly horrendous example of the 
recent past to show what could happen 
then. Women doing just as they pleas- 
ed. Young people running riot. Young 
women, married or not, fucking 
wherever the fancy took them. Truly, 
truly horrendous. 

The coffee shortly came and Inspec- 
tor Deenham indicated that the young 
woman was to sit next to him on the sofa. 
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He eyed her thoughtfully as he drank. A 
very attractive woman, at the moment 
looking very nervous, scared. They 
usualy looked like that, not surprising- 
ly, because they knew they were going 
to get the cane and that was not general- 
ly a very nice thought. Very occasional- 
ly you got a slightly bolder one, who 
might even have been getting a little thrill 
from the thought of baring her hind- 
quarters to a strange man. George 
Deenham, though, could put the cane on 
so that any such fancies quickly went out 
the window. The bold looks replaced by 
squeals of pain. But this one, this Diane 
Whitley, just looked scared. And very 
pretty too. 

He put down his coffee cup and drop- 
ped his hand onto the nyloned knee next 
to him. With the pretty ones it was ad- 
visable to spend a little time probing 
moral aspects, not confine oneself to 
looking for dust on windowsills. And on 
his other visit here, as noted in his 
Record Book, he had been in a hurry and 
had not had time for that. 

‘Sex, Mrs Whitley. Shall we talk about 
sex for a moment? Tell me about your 
sexual habits.” 

The question came completely out of 
the blue for Diane. And there was in ad- 
dition the hand on her knee which was 
making her shiver. Some girls said they 
were asked about their sex lives but 
Diane had never been, not by this Inspec- 
tor last time or by the other one she had 
had before. It had Only been the house, 
looking for faults in that. And then the 
cane. She made a helpless little squeaky 
sound. 

‘Other men, Mrs Whitley. Do you 
ever indulge in intercourse with other 
men?’ 

Diane shook her head vigorously. 
‘N...no.,.Certainly not.’ 

‘Not the postman or the milkman? Or 
any casual salesmen? Come on, Mrs 
Whitley. Don’t tell me you never do. 
Salesmen, I know, if they find a pretty 
housewife can be very persuasive.’ 

‘No,’ she squeaked. ‘I d...don't do any 
of that.’ And Diane didn’t. She didn’t 
want to anyway and nowadays of course 
any illicit sexual activity by a young 
woman was treated very seriously. A 
period of corrective training. Prison in 
effect. 

The hand on Diane's leg had pushed 
her skirt back slightly and was now on 
the lower part of her thigh. ‘Hmmm. 
And what about relations with your hus- 
band? Conforming to the norm, are you? 
Nothing excessive but on the other hand 
not being awkward and refusing?’ 

‘Yes,’ whispered Diane weakly. 
“Just...normal.* 

‘I see. So everything is in order. Well, 
shall we give you a little test? What if 
an Inspector from the department of 
Social Discipline, say, on his routine visit 
asked for sexual intercourse. Purely as 
a check-up of course. To see that there 
were no problems in that area. Would 
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you agree to that?” 

Diane bit her lip, feeling the blood 
flushing her face. Even more than his 
first question about sex this hit her out 
of the blue. Was it just a hypothetical 
question? there was also his hand which 
was now sliding up under her skirt. She 
wanted to push it away. But he was the 
Inspector. 

Shaking her head Diane heard herself 
stammer, ‘I...I don't know...I mean...” 

*Come on, Mrs Whitley. Surely an In- 
spector’s word and judgement are final. 
Isn't that what we are taught on the 
Training Course?’ 

Yes it was. But you were also taught 
that any form of extra-marital sex was 
a major crime. So if he meant it she was 
caught either way, regardless of any per- 
sonal feelings. 

“Let me say that the Inspector would 
not necessarily have to record the mat- 
ter in his Record Book. Every detail of 
a visit does not have to be recorded. It 
could be simply a matter between the 
young woman and her Inspector. An 
unrecorded detail of his inspection visit.” 

Did Inspector Deenham mean it? Or 
was it just a dreadful test. A trick ques- 
tion in fact. Diane took a deep breath. 

“L..L...think..I would have to do what 
the Inspector told me to do.” 

Inspector Deenham gave her a quiz- 
zical look. The hand up her skirt, now 
up beyond the nylon top, gave her soft 
bare thigh a sharp pinch. ‘I see, Mrs 
Whitley. Good.’ The hand came out 
from her skirt. Inspector Deenham got 
to his feet. “Good. Let’s have our look 
round now, shall we?” 

Diane got to her feet, her head a whirl 
of frightening possibilities. She could 
normally expect that in a very few 


minutes now she would be caned. Told 
to unzip her skirt and take her knickers 
off. But was Inspector Deenham going 
to make her do that awful other thing as 
well? Sex. Screw her. He had asked her 
those questions but in reality if he wanted 
to Diane would have no option but to 
agree. Making a complaint about an In- 
spector was unthinkable. So he could 
simply do it anyway. But he wouldn't. 
He couldn't. It would be directly against 
everything you were taught. Chastity etc. 
They went on the tour of the little 
house. The lounge first, then kitchen, 
dining room. And then upstairs; 
bathroom, the two bedrooms. Everything 
was in impeccable order, contents of 
cupboards perfectly neat, chairs polish- 
ed and placed exactly as they should be. 
Nothing at all that Inspector Deenham 
could point to so at the end he was forc- 
ed to fall back on vague generalities. 
‘Good, Mrs Whitley. Quite good. But 
perhaps not quite perfect, eh? And we 
must aim for absolute perfection. So 


please prepare yourself. We will do it in 
here; I will just go down and get my 
cane.” 

They were in Diane and Bob's 
bedroom. Last time he had caned her in 
the lounge and the previous Inspector had 
caned her in the lounge too. There was 
no reason why he couldn’t choose to cane 
her in the bedroom. But...Diane’s fumbl- 
ing fingers undid the zips of her tight 
black dress, then lifted the opened skirt. 
The dark nylons were fastened by a black 
suspender belt and there were brief black 
knickers. This was all part of the 
uniform. She sli i 
Preparing yí 
had been plenty of practice in that on the 
Training Course. She was shaking all 
over. 

Inspector Deenham came back in, eyed 
her, then sat down on the bed. He curtly 
told her to take her knickers right off. 
That was not usual. So it meant.. .he had 
opened his case and taken out his cane. 
Flexing it, straightening it from being 


bent in the briefcase. Diane placed her 
knickers on a chair. 

‘Come here, please.’ A brusque 
command. 

She stood close in front of him, split 
skirt held high. Showing her pussy. 
Looking straight ahead, at the window, 
the roofs of all the other little houses out- 
side but not really seeing them. Inspec- 
tor Deenham’s hand was on her pussy. 

‘So you are a perfectly chaste 
housewife, Mrs Whitley? No liaisons, no 
quick little afternoon sessions?” 

“Y...yes Inspector.’ Her voice croaky. 
The hand was intimately fondling. 

“But I think you said that if an Inspec- 
tor asked you for sexual intercourse you 
would agree. Is that right?” 


Hesitating and then another “Yes In- 
spector.” The hand was continuing to do 
intimate things. Diane's knees felt like 
they were going to give way. She was 
going to be screwed by this awful man 
— and presumably caned as well. 

Inspector Deenham's voice was sud- 
denly harder. ‘That is not the correct 
answer, Mrs Whitley. It indicates that 
you are not chaste at all, not really. You 
are on the contrary willing to be persuad- 
ed, coerced. That is not what you were 
taught. You have not learnt the lesson. 
What have you to say?” 

Nothing really. Stumbling, incoherent 
words. He had been just tricking her all 
the time. She had walked into it...but 
there had been no way of knowing. So 


she was not going to be screwed after all 
— though Inspector Deenham's hand was 
still there, teasing that bulge at the tops 
of her thighs. She was not going to be 
screwed, but on the other hand... 

‘I think you will agree, Mrs Whitley, 
Ihave no choice but to deal with this ex- 
tremely severely. I shall therefore give 
you 12 strokes instead of the customary 
six.’ The hand still teasing, probing. 

“And after the 12 I shall assess the 
situation. I may well decide to follow it 
with a second set. Understood?’ 

Diane gasped out something. An 
unrecognisable panicky sound. Inspector 
Deenham at last let go of her and stood 
up. 
“Get over the bed then, Mrs Whitley.’ 


JOIN THE DO; 


By the Wednesday of Christina’s 
week with Sir Richard, the pretence 
late the feel 
of her part as a victorian maid has 
vorn very thin, although it is still 
maintained superficially so as to pro- 
vide each of them with a face-saving 
front behind which to hide. Without 
it, Sir Richard would be obliged to 
appear undisguised in the role of 
villainous letcher, and Christi 
the star-struck hopeful that she is, 
ready to sacrifice all for her art — or 
if not for that, then for the promise 
of fame and fortune. Fortunately she 
has not made the mistake of deman- 
rd, “What do you 


the cliched riposte, “We have 
established what you are, Madame; 
now we are merely haggling over 
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- As it is, however, the 

aid still pretends that she is there 
purely to get the feel of her part, 
while Sir Richard feels her parts for 
her and pretends that he really is be- 
ing as helpful as he can. 


Presently, having been allowed to pull 
her knickers back up and cool the 
blushes of her bottom and her cheeks 
with a cold flannel, Christina is hang- 
ing about on the upper landing, 
awaiting the ‘master’s’ pleasure. Not 
that her knickers will be staying 
pulled-up for very long; it is fast 
becoming apparent to the young ac- 
tress that Victorian maids’ knickers 
were most likely manufactured 
without elastic — certainly a girl 
wouldn’t have needed any knicker 
elastic in the employ of a Victorian 
like Sir Richard! 


FEEDBACK 


ear Sir, 

This is just a line to thank you 
for the continuing excellence of your 
magazines, Blushes and Uniform 
Girls. 


You have done some features lately 
with the girls bent over their desks 
or beds with their legs wide open 
with good revealing photos of all 
their wonderful private bits showing 
very clearly while they were being 
caned — super poses! 


Only please can we have pictures of 
your girls being caned like this while 
wearing black stockings and 
suspenders. You never seem to give 
us the exciting poses of “Bent over 
legs wide open charms’ of the girls 
wearing black stockings and 
suspenders. Why not? 


Please can we have a much much 
higher percentage (say 99%) of your 
models wearing black or dark brown 
nylon stockings. And why do you 
often forget to make the girls wear- 
ing stockings and suspenders take off 
their bras and display their boobs. 
All girls being disciplined should 
have to display their boobs. It’s not 
only more exciting to see but I’m 
sure it is an essential psychological 
part of such punishment. 


Don’t think I’m grumbling too 
much. I'm very, very grateful for 
your magnificent magazines and the 
next issue is never out quick enough 
for me. 


Thanks again. 
D.Stone 


ear Sir, 

Thave recently read your issue 
No. 12 and was particularly in- 
terested to read the letter headed 
‘Fingers Out’, signed “D.E.”, My in- 
terest was mainly in the writer's sug- 
gestions regarding dress and 
humiliation for recalcitrant girls and 
young women. I disagree strongly 
with your correspondent. The idea 
of shaving a girl’s pubic area and of 
making her go without knickers of 
any description under so short a skirt 
does not accord with my ideas. A 
naughty girl’s bare bottom is made 
for punishment but she should be en- 


titled to privacy in the pubic area. 


In general though, I am in complete 
agreement with ‘D.E.’ While at 
home the girl should have very strict 
rules imposed regarding dress. Her 
skirts and frocks should be really 
short, not more than about 1” below 
her bottom. Her knickers should be 
extremely brief with no elastic in the 
high cut legs. This ensures that they 
continually ride up over her bottom, 
however often she tries to adjust 
them, leaving most of it nice and 
bare for the punishing hand. Of 
course, all stockings, tights and jeans 
should be totally banned. Bare legs 
will help to bring an arrogant girl 
down to earth. A good tip, as far as 
her knickers are concerned, is to in- 
sist that she wears them back to 
front. This will provide ample cover- 
ing for her pubes while affording 
very little protection for her bottom. 
She should undergo frequent inspec- 
tions in order to ensure her regular 
compliance with this requirement. 
Severe punishment should be award- 
ed for infractions of this rule. Also, 
be sure she always wears her 
knickers pulled right up to her waist. 
Should she try wearing them low on 
the hips, thus affording more cover 
for her bottom, she must be 
punished. 


The girl should have her bottom 
smacked frequently and the knickers 
prescribed will ensure that plenty of 
bare bottom is available for this. 
However, it is a good idea, if you 
are administering a smacking in 
front of others, to involve the culprit 
in preparing and presenting herself 
for punishment. She should be made 
to tuck up her already skimpy 
knickers at the back to make her bot- 
tom as bare as possible and then to 
hold up her skirt so that the smack- 
ing may be properly witnessed. If the 
girl is to be caned or strapped 
however, then her bottom must be 
utterly and completely bare, with her 
knickers right down by her ankles, 
the classic punishment position for 
a naughty girl. Again it is important 
to make her perform the taking down 
of her knickers, knowing that 
everyone is gazing intently at the ut- 
ter bareness of her bottom. 1 do 
agree with ‘D.E.’ that, following a 
good, sound, wholesome caning, the 


girl must not be allowed to rub her _ 


bottom but must endure the stinging, 


smarting, burning pain for at least 
half an hour without comforting 
herself. I must reiterate that the cane 
should always be administered in 
front of as many witnesses as possi- 
ble, including some of her friends, 
to ensure the girl’s utter shame and 
humiliation, which are essential for 
really effective punishment. 


It is a good idea to keep a punish- 
ment book and to make the miscreant 
— enter the number of strokes of the 
cane awarded for each transgression. 
She should be>told: to present the 
punishment book for inspection 
weekly, showing the total number of 
strokes outstanding. This should be 
checked for accuracy, any mistakes 
earning further strokes. After a can- 
ing, the number of strokes received 
should also be entered by the girl and 
the balance outstanding shown. It is 
as well always to leave a number of 
strokes outstanding so that the err- 
ing girl can be kept in constant ap- 
prehension of a caning. A special 
punishment tunic should be worn for 
a caning. This will be waist high. 
After the caning, she should step out 
of her knickers and put on special 
punishment knickers which leave her 
bottom looking absolutely bare. She 
should wear this punishment uniform 
until bed-time, knowing that all pre- 
sent can see the marks of the cane 
on her bare bottom. This enticing 
sight will doubtless earn her many 
smacks from the assembled company 
and she should eventually go up to 
bed with a very sore bottom indeed, 


As I know from experience, the 
foregoing is a really effective way of 
dealing with a wilful, disobedient, 
insolent girl or young woman. 


It certainly worked with my own 
daughter at the age of nineteen, and 
I will write about that on another oc- 
casion. Meanwhile, I offer my best 
wishes for your continued success. 


Yours faithfully, 
Alice G., Hants 


P.S. My husband has asked me to 
say that the girl Judy, caned in your 
story for not trying hard enough at 
spelling, has one of the most temp- 
ting bottoms he has ever seen. He’s 
never seen one that looked so bare! 
It is as well that she isn’t under our 
care because he thinks her bottom is 
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absolutely ideal for punishment, be- 
ing fleshy but not fat, able to absorb 
punishment and in short, he 
wouldn't be able to keep his hands 
off it! 


Q: What's worse than travelling all 
the way to London only to find that 
there are no new “Blushes” 
magazines out? 

A: Travelling all the way to London 
only to find that there are three new 
“Blushes’ magazines out, none of 
which has anything to inspire me to 
buy it. 


Maybe I am too harsh and eager in 
my criticism. Subtlety always was 
your policy, and one really has to 
reach each of your stories carefully 
rather than browse. However, at six 
quid a shout I can't afford too many 
disappointing purchases. When 
things are going well I buy your 
magazines on trust, knowing that 
there is bound to be enough juicy 
stuff buried in all that print to satisfy 
me. Recently I have to say that I’ve 
had more than my share of let- 
downs. Last year I was consistently 
being surprised and delighted by 
your magazines. Now it seems every 
issue is dull and mild. 


I wish I could see a good reason for 
the changes that have come about. 
There have been no schoolgirls for 
months, and you've added two years 
to the average age of your victims. 
Yet other magazines, even while be- 
ing persecuted by threat of prosecu- 
tion, have continued to give us six- 
teen year old schoolgirls all the time. 
Are you trying to woo the American 
market? 


The stories seem to have lost their 
wicked frisson. I comfort myself 
with the thought that you went 
through a similarly joyless phase a 
while back, when the fiction became 
turgid and pretentious, full of those 
damnable paragraphs about the 
awakening of masochistic feelings in 
the victim whose suffering you had 
been trying to enjoy. These have 
been the bane of CP writing over the 
past twenty years. 


Certain aspects of your photography 
have improved — the girls are less 
successful at hiding their orifices 
these days. but the strength of 
“Blushes’ was in allowing us to think 
it was the girl next door who was 
having all these beastly things done 
to her. Nowadays the model usually 
starts the sequence in a state of ex- 
otic undress. Previously she was 
seen first as a nurse or a majorette 
or whatever, then transformed into 
a pathetic creature whose bottom 
became the focus of all our lustful 


intentions. 


I hope it is worth my while writing 
to you. I’ve tried to work up an in- 
terest in your rival magazines, but 
they honestly can’t compare with 
“Blushes’ running at full throttle. I 
find it difficult to believe that the 
editorial team who gave us those 
superb videos, who seemed to 
understand exactly what it was we 
liked about girls and what we wanted 
to see done to them, could be 
satisfied with the current product. 


Well, I’ve had my moan. I do hope 
that you will be able to set things on 
course again soon. In the meantime 
I'l try to write the sort of letter I'd 
like to see in your magazine. 


In the last issue I bought there was 
a letter from BS of Herts about two 
emotive subjects, breast punishment 
and humiliation. It was an enjoyable 
letter even though I would disagree 
with some of the things he says. 


BS seems to be saying that because 
a girl’s breasts are sensitive they are 
unsuitable for punishment. I would 
have thought that this made them 
even more desirable targets. He con- 
fuses sensitivity to pain with 
vulnerability to damage. It might 
well be a good idea to choose straps 
and martinets rather than a cane, but 
BS is being far too cautious in ad- 
vising against nipple tweaking! I’ve 
known girls with wonderfully firm 
breasts who have greatly enjoyed 
having their nipples tweaked, i.e. the 
physical sensation was purely sex- 
ual. The only discomfort came for 
one girl through half-a-night’s worth 
of tweaking nipples and grinding 
them against each other (she was a 
big girl) when they had become sore. 
I would add that this girl had no ob- 
jection to any amount of rough man- 
handling of her tits, while other girls 
have been less appreciative of such 
treatment. I think a lot depends on 
the firmness of the breasts. 


I know a submissive girl who finds 
(You see, I like masochists as 
playmates, I just don't want to read 
about them!) So BS’s opinion that 
breasts should receive no more than 
caresses is not one I have much time 
for. 


However, I do agree that girls should 
be made to expose their tits for 
punishment witnesses to criticise. BS 
suggests that they should be derided 
for their size, also the size of nip- 
ples can be criticised. Girls’ breasts 
come in two sizes, too big and too 
small. There must be very few 
women in the world who are 


satisfied with the size of their tits. 
Thankfully, the male dominated 
society in which we live does 
everything to encourage anxiety 
about bust size. Small-breasted 
women feel inadequate alongside 
page three lovelies, while there is a 
corresponding association between 
vulgarity and big tits. I’ve know 
large-breasted girls to long for a 
smaller chest, as they feel men 
regard them as a pair of tits rather 
than people. Also big knockers can 
be a source of considerable discom- 
fort in many situations. 


The good thing about all this is that 
girls need reassurance about their 
figure. In a normal seduction situa- 
tion one can offer this reassurance. 
In a punishment situation one should 
do the opposite and make the girl 
feel that her tits are a-joke. The 
breasts could be measured in-. 


dividually and much made of the fact — 


that one is bigger than the other. The 
same applies to nipple diameter. 
Make her feel abnormal. Various 
tests should be conducted to deter- 
mine their weight, bounce-factor, 
stretchiness etc. She wants to hear 
that her breasts are normal and 
beautiful. Make her feel that they are 
ridiculous. 


With small breasts one should 
heighten feelings of inadequacy and 
lack of femininity which will be pre- 
sent in the girl already, even if 
supressed. Big ones present endless 
possibilities for ridicule. Make her 
perform any exercise that will make 
them jerk, lurch and wobble. 


Many years ago I was surprised to 
find an article in a straight ‘girlie’ 
magazine on punishment and 
humiliation techniques. It was both 
stimulating and amusing. A large 
part of it was concerned with the 
hypothetical situation of a girl over 
a whipping bench. There was then 
a mutliple-choice questionnaire as to 
how you would deal with her. 


One question drew attention to the 
girl’s large tits which were dangling 
helplessly through a suitable gap in 
the bench’s structure. The question 
asked what you would do with them: 


a) Put your head between them and 
go B-R-B-R-B-R-B-R!? 

b) Place a tray of spiders under 
them? 


My choice was definitely C! 
P.R., Huntingdon 


We regret that details of P.R.'s 
choice of ‘C’ has had to be left out, 
but readers will no doubt have their 
own ideas anyway. 


39 


6 JÈ hat haircut? His mother’s 
voice low, disapproving. 
“Really!” 

He was sitting with his back to the door 
of the dining room and didn't turn to look 
but it had to be her. The tall girl with the 
cropped blonde hair. A couple of years 
older than himself perhaps? Nineteen? 
All right then, three. He saw her again 
on the beach. Yesterday. That pale blue 
one-piece swimsuit. Her shape in it — 
and the parts that weren't in it — had 
made his mouth go dry. Not big boobs 
but her bottom...he had almost had a 
heart attack when, 20 yards away, she had 
bent over like that. The stunning long legs 
kept quite straight at the knees. The 
tremendous reach of the backs of her 
thighs. And at the top... with that old man 
of course. Or old: Fifty? Her guar- 
dian, his mother said. 

He kept his head down, as if his soup 
was of surpassing interest, but saw 
nonetheless it was the girl. And him. Mr 
Guildford his name was. Was that her 
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name? Her feet as she passed in open- 
toed sandals, toe nails a shocking red. 
Above a section of the long smooth legs, 
then a grey skirt snapping with her 
springy step. A step behind his sandals 
and fawn slacks. Holiday gear, Little 
Biggley-on-Sea. 

Today had been raining so no more 
heady sightings on the beach. His parents 
had decided on a car tour and he had been 
dragged off, though he had wanted to stay, 
hanging around. Hopeful — of what? 
Where had she been on this rainy day. 
And him? Her guardian. 

He glanced up. They were at their table 
now, number 12. She was facing him. 
Briefly his eye caught hers. He resumed 

study of the soup. What was he go- 
1g to say, if he found her alone, without 
that Mr Guildford? What could he say 
that wouldn't have him red-faced, 
sweating? Thinking of her again on the 
beach. The pale blue skin-tight material 
which had slid in between the cheeks of 
her bottom. And just below that 

‘Simon. Are you dreaming? We're 
finished here.’ His father. Shit. He ladl- 
ed up spoonfuls. He saw her again on the 
beach, this time a secluded area and no 
one else. Except himself. Unseen behind 
rocks perhaps. She had the grey skirt on 
and that white blouse. She was lying back 
on her towel, the skirt pulled up, the stun- 
ning legs spread carelessly apart. No 
Knickers. A sudden burst of coughing. 
Choking. ‘Simon’ His mother. “Don't 
gulp 

They were already here when he and 
his parents had arrived, three days ago. 
He had seen her that first morning at 
breakfast, table 12, but not to get a pro- 
per look at her of course. Her thighs. Her 
bottom. She was pretty too, full mouth 
and blue eyes and that very short blonde 
hair that his mother disapproved of but 
he thought looked really good. She didn't 
have a boyfriend at least. No blokes 
around. Just this Mr Guildford. What did 
guardian mean anyway? What did a guar- 
dian do? 


* * * 


It was a couple of hours later that he 
saw them. Mr Guildford and the girl. In 
the garden. It was large and overgrown 
and he had been exploring now the rain 
had stopped. You could get in under these 
big shrubs, like a dark, damp cave, and 
look out through the leaves at this seclud- 
ed corner. And there they were. Look- 
ing at some flowers or something, with 
their backs to him. This Mr Guildford 
was just doing it. Giving her a feel. 
Stroking the girl’s bottom. Stroking and 
squeezing it through that grey skirt as 
they stood there. You could see his hand 
right round the cheek, his fingers stuck 
right in there. She wasn't doing anything, 
not protesting. Letting him do it. He wat- 
ched, feeling a bit sick. But he had got 
a stiff erection too. It went on. They 
weren't moving, and Mr Guildford just 
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went on doing it. Then at last they mov- 
ed off, round the corner. Mr Guildford 
with his hand to himself now, at last. 

That wasn't all though. Something else 
even more heart-grabbing. Half an hour 
later. Suddenly it was all happening at the 
tail end of this rainy Tuesday. Still in a 
state of shock over that earlier business, 
Mr Guildford feeling her bum like that, 
suddenly: 

“Hello. Table 6’. 

The girl. Coming up behind him as he 
stood in another quiet corner of the 
garden, wondering if perhaps he would 
go inside. 

He was struck dumb — as he had 
known he would be if ever she spoke to 
him. There was no Mr Guildford, she 
was all alone. His thoughts leapt to her 
bottom — and Mr Guildford's hand play- 
ing with it. She was smiling. “Yow're table 
6, by the door. Look, could you help me 
with something? 

Her name was Laura. It was some suit- 
cases she wanted help with, moving them 
into an empty room. He could have 
helped her with suitcases — or anything 
— all day, all night. Fantastic. He was 
with her. Talking, in a more or less nor- 
mal way. In spite of the proximity of her 
bewitching body under that blouse and 
skirt. Absolutely fantastic. But 
now... there was that other dimension. Mr 
Guildford's hand. 

*You're...his ward or something?’ he 
asked, hesitatingly probing. ‘I mean he's 
your guardian, isn't he” 

A tinkling laugh. “Yes. I suppose so. 

What did that mean? Was she an or- 
phan? He didn't like to ask that. And what 
about what Mr Guildford had been do- 
ing? He certainly couldn't ask that. 

What he could ask, just, with a tremen- 
dous effort, was what was she doing 
tomorrow. Perhaps they could go for a 
walk? She made a face. “That would be 
nice. But I don't think so. We...we’ll be 
very busy. Mr Guildford. And there's Mr 
Purley coming. 

Mr Purley? 

That hesitation again. “He's 
my...uh...tutor." 

Tutor? 

The blue eyes gave him a cool look. 
‘You ask an awful lot of questions, 
Simon. For a young boy. He went red. 
‘Tm 19; he mumbled, adding a year. ‘I 
wasn't being nosey. It’s just.. 

A sweet smile. ‘Maybe we can go out. 
Later. I'll see. I think we're here for two 
more weeks. But it’s very difficult... 

Well it was something. A really major 
something. He had spoken to her, knew 
her name. Laura, a super name. Had 
helped her with the cases. And she had 
said she might go out. It was fantastic 
really. Only...the other things. A tutor? 
And of course most of all Mr Guildford 
feeling her bum up like that. 

He saw her the next morning at 
breakfast' but not to speak to. A smile 
though. She was with Mr Guildford again 
and had on a really super outfit. A sailor 
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top, white with a navy collar and tight, 
white, really short shorts. Fabulous. You 
could really see the shape of her bum in 
the shorts and he saw a couple of men 
guests having a good look as she walked 
across the room. Dirty old bastards. His 
mother made a sniffing sound. How fan- 
tastic to go for a walk with her in those 
shorts. 

It was a good day, the weather at least. 
Sun. Perhaps he would see her on the 
beach. But she wasn't there, or Mr 
Guildford. Bloody Hell. There was a 
couple of other girls with their families 
but by now he could think only of Laura. 
He didn't have another thought in his 
head. Where were they? Gone for a drive, 
a picnic? Somewhere nice and quiet. 
Where dirty old Mr Guildford had his 
gropey hands all over her bum in those 
snug shorts? The thought made him feel 
sick. 

Late morning, about 11, bored with the 
beach, he said he was going for a walk. 
‘Don't get lost, dear” His mother, look- 
ing up from her book. She must be crazy, 
how could you get lost in this little dump. 
He walked back along the front, eyes 
eager for a sighting of the white sailor suit 
but without any luck. Back towards the 
hotel. It seemed pretty deserted. But Mr 
Guildford's car, a large Daimler, was in 
the car park. He must be rich. Maybe that 
was why he had a tutor for his ward. If 
she was his ward. ‘Sort of Laura had 
said 

In the empty-seeming hotel he went 
upstairs. Along the corridor to the rear 
where that room was, where they'd taken 
the suitcases last night. He'd have a look 
in there, at the cases. One of them had 
been a big trunk, not really heavy, it was 
probably empty, but awkward to 
maneouvre. The door to the room was 
locked though. 

He tried the door next to it and this 
opened. A sort of junk room, all old stuff 
piled high. And there was a small win- 
dow connecting the two rooms, maybe 
this room had been built on afterwards. 
So you could see into the room where 
they'd put the cases. They weren't how 
they'd been left. They had been against 
the wall. Now that big trunk was out in 
the cente of the bare floor-boards. And 
in front of it was placed a little wooden 
stool 

It seemed odd. Then he heard sounds 
from outside, in the corridor. Someone 
there. Someone was opening the door 
next-door. As he looked Mr Guildford 
came in. Followed by Laura, in the sailor 
suit. 

He ducked his head down, his heart all 
at once crashing in his chest. It-was just 
like being in those shrubs yesterday. As 
he thought this and cautiously raised his 
head to look again though through the 
window — with the chairs and stuff pil- 
ed up he couldn't easily be seen — there 
was Mr Guildford doing exactly the same 
as yesterday. Laura’s bum. She was stan- 
ding facing the opposite wall, arms 
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straight at her sides, like a schoolgirl 
standing in the corner for some misde- 
meanour. But you didn't get this at 
school. Or presumably not. Mr Guildford 
there with his hand at her bum. In the 
tight little shorts. Squeezing and jiggling 
it. 

Jesus Christ. Like yesterday the front 
of Simon's trousers was within seconds 
bulging. A quivering erection. Bloody 
Christ. Mr Guildford seemed to be say- 
ing something as he played with Laura's 
bum but you couldn't hear. He went on 
with his groping for a while and then let 
go. He went out, Laura still standing 
there against the wall. The key turning 
in the lock, you could hear that. She was 
locked in. 

She turned, her back against the wall. 
Mr Guildford had perhaps told her not 
to move from there. Just standing, a 
resigned sort of look on her face. He 
could move, show his face, she would see 
him. But he didn't. Something else was 
going to happen, he could sense it. He 
was right. 

Sounds again in the corridor. The key 
in the lock again. Mr Guildford come 
back? No. A man he hadn’t seen before, 
younger, dark hair. It must be this tutor, 
Mr Purley. For some reason he had on 


was the association: Mr 
Guildford seemingly at Laura's bum all 
the time. This man, Mr Purley, was go- 
ing to cane Laura. On her bottom. The 
thought just came looming into his head. 
The devastating thought. He was going 
to put that cane across Laura's bottom. 
He might even... 

She was coming round. This side of the 
trunk to kneel on the wooden stool. Arms 
folded behind her back. Then bending 
right down over the trunk, her bottom up 
over it, legs stretched out. Jesus bloody 
Christ. That bastard was going to cane 
her. ra’s bottom thrust up, stretching 
those tight little shorts almost to bursting. 
Then she got up. What. 

He was making her take her shorts 
down. A mixture of revulsion and intense 
excitement gripping Simon. This 
disgusting bastard making Laura take her 
shorts down — but at the same time it 
meant that he, Simon, would see. The 
shorts split open at the front. She was fac- 
ing this way now, her back to Mr Purley. 
Brief little white knickers underneath. 
You had been able to see the hemlines of 
them outlined when she walked across 
the dining room this morning — and 
those other dirty bastards looking had no 
doubt seen as well. But they hadn't seen 
this. She was taking the knickers down. 
Her pussy. He could see it. Dark hair. 
Was that cropped blonde head bleached 
then? 

The shorts and knicks were down, to 
her knees. Jesus Christ! She was com- 
ing round. The footstool was on this side. 
Kneeling on it again. Bending, like 
before. Oh Jesus. He could see her cunt. 
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Clearly. Between those full, ripe, pale 
cheeks. Clearly see the actual slit, nestl- 
ing in that dark hair. He had never seen 
one before, not really. Christ. And it 
wasn't just a cunt, it was Laura's one. 
Fantastic Laura. That made him feel sick. 
Part of him didn't want to look, though 
the rest of him certainly did. Worst of all 
of course this bastard Purley could see 
it. But...Oh Jesus... 

Concentrating on what Laura was 
showing he had for the moment forgot- 
ten about what Mr Purley held in his 
hand. It had suddenly come slicing down 
across Laura's exposed rump. The sharp, 
jolting impact made him almost cry out. 
Laura's feet jerked up. Her head came 
back. A muffled yell. That bloody 
bastard! It was a really killing hit. Twin 
red stripes were coming up across her 
poor bum. But she wasn't trying to get 
up. Her legs were coming out straight 
again, her head bending down. Accepting 
what was happening. 

The cane swung up and cracked sharp- 
ly down a second time. Laura's body 
jolting and jerking the same as 
before.. and then getting ready to take the 


tched, as the cane rose and fell. 
Six or eight times, he didn’t count — 
couldn’t in fact. It wasn’t believable. What 
had she done, to get this? This tutor. With 
that white coat on. What was he teaching 
her anyway? 

The caning finally finished. Laura’s 
poor bottom now bright red striped 
criss-crossing across it. She was 
breathing heavily, but not actually cry- 
ing. Pulling up her knickers and shorts. 
Mr Purley said something and sort of 
grinned. He went out, with his cane. But 
not Laura. Alone now. Rubbing her bot- 
tom gingerly. Then going to sit on the 
trunk. Sitting on that poor beaten bottom. 

Chi You couldn't believe any of 


Hotel with outside the sun 

everyone on the beach, his mother and 
father in their deskchairs. No you 
couldn't believe it. And he himself had 
actually helped carry that trunk in there, 
so that Laura could take her shorts and 
Knickers down and bend over it. And 
show her cunt to Mr Purley. And get that 
vicious caning. No. If he ever told anyone 
that... 

As he looked the door to the room 
opened once more. Mr Guildford this 
time. Locking the door behind him, as 
Mr Purley had done. Laura standing up. 
Mr Guildford clearly knew about the can- 
ing, he was asking her about it. Laura 
shaking her head at something he said, 
making a wry face. Then Mr Guildford 
was telling her to take her shorts down. 
Another wry look but she was doing it. 
The same as with Mr Purley and the can- 
ing; meekly doing what she was told. But 
Mr Guildford was telling her to take her 
shorts right off. And her knickers. 

Bloody Christ! 
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Sitting on the trunk he was scrutinis- 
ing her red-striped bottom. Laura ben- 
ding over slightly, so that her bum was 
thrust out at him. His hand running over 
it, over where Mr Purley's cane had come 
slicing down. Simon's breath hissed out. 
Mr Guildford's hand was not now on the 
caned bottom. It was between Laura's 
legs. Rubbing her pussy. Laura's mouth 
open. He saw her pink tongue. Mr 
Guildford with a sort of smug look, while 
his hand worked away... 

He got up. Let go. Something said. 
Laura was getting down over the trunk 
again. Not questioning, just doing it. 
Bending face down over it, like before. 
But now there were no lowered shorts and 
Knickers to keep her legs together and she 
had them spread. He could see...Christ! 
all of it, But it wasn't just what he could 
see between the parted legs. Mr 
Guildford. His hands were at his trousers. 
He was opening them. 

Suddenly, a devastating bolt from the 
blue, it dawned on Simon what Mr 
Guildford was going to do. To Laura. He 
was going to fuck her. 


* * * 


‘Simon! Wherever have you been? 
Lunchtime. All the afternoon. We were 
thinking of going to the police.’ His 
mother. Jesus Christ, the police. 

‘I was just...looking around.’ “Well it’s 
not good enough.’ His father. ‘Not good 
enough at all. 

And a lot more. He wasn't listening. 
He still couldn't think of anything else. 
Mr Purley's cane but most of all that 
afterwards. Mr Guildford. Doing her. 
Like that, over the trunk. Laura. The 
word in great capital letters in his head. 
The act he had witnessed. FUCK. 

He had crept out afterwards, after they 
had finally gone. After Mr Guildford had 
finished. Crept out along the corridor and 
out of the hotel with now some of the 
guests wandering back in for lunch. He 
didn't want any lunch, it would make him 
sick. He had wandered off, he wasn't sure 
where. All the afternoon. At last realis- 
ing he had to go back. 

‘Of course you're going in for dinner, 
Simon. Especially if you say you haven't 
had any lunch. What's the matter with 

u? 

He had to. Sitting there. Wanting to 
sink down into the bowels of the earth as 
they came by. Just the two. Laura and Mr 
Guildford. Where was Mr Purley? At a 
different hotel? Laura smiling across at 
him. He felt sick. Not the sailor suit now; 
a pink and blue dress, a flowery pattern, 
with a blue belt tight round the slim 
waist. Oh Christ. Seeing her again. Over 
that trunk. Mr Purley. Mr Guildford. 

He was standing in that same corner 
of the garden half an hour after dinner, 
wondering what to do, go for a walk 
perhaps. Certainly not expecting, or real- 
ly wanting, to see her. But she appeared, 
as she had yesterday. Smiling, a little flir- 
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tatiously. “Hello Simon. What have you 
been doing today?” 

It just came out, without thinking. If 
he had thought he probably couldn't have 
said it. I saw you? 

The flirtatious smile still half there but 
with now a querying look. 

“In that room. With Mr Guildford. And 
that other one. 

She knew what he meant. Her face 
hardening, lips tight. “You little...you 
couldn't? 

He told her. He was in the next room. 
Her face dull red. “You couldn’r.’ Hissed 
out. ‘The door...was locked. 

‘No, he told her. 

She turned away, then back. ‘Look. 
Don’t you dare tell anyone. You...snoopy 
boy. 

He felt suddenly stronger. She was 
scared. ‘Why shouldn't I tell. P1 tell who 
I like. 

Her voice softening, but a little 
panicky. ‘No. Simon... 

She was scared all right. He saw her 
again. Being caned. Being screwed. Let- 
ting them do it. Bitch. His hand came out 
and round. It did what Mr Guildford’s 
hand did. Felt her bum. She pulled away. 

“What's up?” Making his voice hard. 
*That's nothing, a little feel. Come on, 
you don't want me to tell.’ 

He grabbed her arm again. Arms 
round her. A bit light-headed; was he 
really doing this? Her scent, and the 
heady soft yet firm feel of her. His hand 
was moulding her bum through the thin 
dress: Then grabbing it up, getting his 
hand up underneath. His stiff dick throb- 
bing against her front. 

She groaned. “Don't. Simon. Some- 
one...’ Weakly trying to get away. He 
felt quite sick with desire, arousal. But 
someone might come. Mr Guildford 
looking for her. He let go. ‘OK. Tomor- 
row. His voice gasping out. “We'll go 
somewhere.’ 

‘I...I don't know... 

‘If you don't... 


* * * 


He would do what they did. Mr 
Guildford and that other one. Why not? 
The thought of caning her...and of course 
the other. She had finally said she would 
be free tomorrow afternoon, Mr 
Guildford had to go off somewhere and 
the other one, Purley, was going too. So 
OK. Maybe out somewhere or here in the 
hotel, in that room or even right here in 
his own room. Yes. Jesus Christ. He 
would make her get that cane... 

Simon, in bed, looked up at the ceil- 
ing. What were they doing right now? 
Laura and Mr Guildford. Or that Purley. 
Screwing her? Caning her? In Mr 
Guildford's room, or hers? He rolled 
over, feeling sick desire, his cock stiff, 
bursting. Well he would get his tomor- 
row. That: lovely bum. That other, bet- 
ween her legs. He was going to get his 
share too. 
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